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fuses to conform. It is. in part, the nor- v

mal revolt of youth plus a very strenuous 1

personality. Naturally, when two such
people are thrown together the sparks are s

sure to fly. Each is a peculiarly complex 1

individual, but they manage to harmonize 1

for a while, though the man is condemned s

to a very painful end. The most unusually v

attractive thing about the book is that
Miss Mander is able to work over this '

very dangerous, highly inflammable ma- a

terial without making: either of the ex- 1

traordinary protagonists at all absurd. Al- a

though Dane is a typically romantic figure,definitely haloed, he Is not too bizarre
to be credible. Neither is Valerie merely
another young woman who has kicked over

the traces and stuck her thumb to her
nose in the face of the conventions. Qne
believes in her.
There is also a soundly attractive quality

about the stage setting of the book. New
Zealand has not yet been written to death,
and its opportunities must be enormous,
for all who have been there agree that it
is one of the world's most beautiful cor-
ners. miss Manaer nas a nne KnacK or description;her landscape is never unduly
intruded, but it is luxuriantly there, an

integral part of the whole picture.

BIO LAURKL, By Frederick Orin Bartlett.
Houghton Mifflin Company.

THIS. is a small but dramatic story
that loses itself in being forced to
fill over three hundred pages. A talb

of what should be swift dramatic movement.thecave man love of Bud Childers
for the mountain girl, Roxie Kester, his

quite natural attempts to kill the man
she loves and the final amicable settlement
of everything.it had possibilities. But the
reader doesn't want to be bothered with ^
long disquisitions on the feelings of the pvarious characters nor to linger too much ^
on the beauties of the landscape. If only j
Mr. Bartlett would let them act it out. j,
But. no! Whenever they begin he drags j
them back with a heavy hand and takes j
the stage center himself. He cannot trust t
them; they might forget to say something f
subtle. And the reader who has become ii
imeresien ana wants to Know what is next t
.well, the reader skips. One hopes that r

next time Mr. Bartlett may take his MSS. t

into the silences and ask himself sternly: -\
"Could I, by mercilessly pruning every- Y
thing but dialogue and action, make a short
story of this?" The result might be a re-

markably good even a memorable short
story instead of a publisher's size novel,
which is only one of the rank and file.

THE CATHEDRAL. By Hugh Walpole.
George H. Doran Company.
IT may be that this novel will appeal

to fewer American readers than some

of Mr. Walpole's preceding work, but,
assuredly, he has done nothing so fine as

this before. One is tempted to the use of
architectural terms in describing it, for it
has something of the magnificence and imposingweight of a cathedral; massive but
tremendously living. Perhaps even better
id tho oimilo nt ruxroontrf- XT-

treats his story as a pageant and one lays
it down with the feeling of having taken
part in some vast play. The dominant
thing is the great Cathedral itself, not
merely as a symbol of the old religion but
also as something of a deity in itself, a

Moloch, it may be, but overpowering. In
one splendid passage we read: "Individu-
ality was lost. The Cathedral, thinking
nothing of Kings and Queens, of history,
of movement forward and retrograde, but
only of itself and of the life that it had
been given, that it now claimed for its
own, with haughty confidence assumed its
Power . . the Power of its own Immor-
tality that is neither man's nor God's."
This singularly effective personification

of the Cathedral itself is unique in modern
literature; one must go back to medieval
artists to find any parallel. Yet Mr. Walpoleis distinctly not a medievalist, and the
book itself, though concerned ptimarily
with the very definite era of the Jubilee
.Summer of 1897, is also a forward looking
book. It records, sometimes concretely,
sometimes with delicate allegory, the pass-
ing of an age, but it is not unaware of
the future.
"We know that it is simply the stepping
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torn one stage to another of the eternal,
he immortal cycle. . . . The Cathedral,
he Monks, the Baron's castle, the feudal
ule; then the mighty Bishops and the
ast all encircling power of the Church;
hen the new merchant age, the Eliza-!
©than salt of adventure; then the cozy
eveuteenth and eighteenth centuries with
heir . . . comfortable religion. . . .

'hroughout the nineteenth century that
pirit lingers, gently repulsing the outside
rorld, reproving new doctrine- . .

But that came to an end with the Vicorianera, which he marks, specifically,
t 1897 and the Boer war. It is quite imiossible,however, to give any adequate
nalysis in a brief notice.
The human story, against this hack-
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Frederick O. Bartlett, Author of

"Big Laurel."
jround, is also impressive; often a tense,

ramatic affair. A very long, complex
ilot,engineered with 'superb skill. It

lolds a very large number of carefully
rawn people, and can hardly be said to
lave any single dominating hero, though
he central figure is the Archdeacon, Adam
tr.'initnn «rhn l.~«. K^. . --

w.., T.».u noo wctumc a sun ui uicia-
or in the Cathedral world, and who stands
or the Qld order. The climax of the book
s his downfall before a newer spirit, but
his new order is, to some extent, itself a
nalevolent thing. Space limits forbid any
utline of the plot. In some cases Mr.
Valpole's desire to stress his theme leads
nti^?o~bend his characters a little at the
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- THIS
FREEDOM
A. S. M. HUTCHINSON

Author of

IF WINTER COMES

PIP CT in Bock8 of the Month's list of best sellers for September, compiledfrom reports of 70 dealers throughout the United States, with
68 points out of a possible 70.

PIP CT in The Baker & Taylor Company's (large New York wholesalers)
list of best sellers for September.

PIPCT in A. C. McClurg & Company's (large Chicago wholesalers) list
* Hw 1 ^ best sellers fot September.

FIRST *n Bookseller & Stationer's list of best sellers for the two
rllVu 1 Weeks ending September 23rd.

That Makes it Unanimous
THIS FREEDOM
is the best seller everywhere

Wherever books are discussed and never before have new novels been so generallythe topic of conversation.you'll hear pra se or condemnation for THIS
FREEDOM

You really should rcaa lms Kf,E.u\JM wimuui aciay. ministers evcrywnere
are preachinr sermons on its theme, women's clubs are debating it, and you'll
hear Mr. Hutchinson lauded or berated wherever you go.

$2.00 irherecer books are sold

Boston LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY Publishers

SIMON CALLED PETER
By ROBERT KEABLE, Author of

"The Mother of All Living"
SIMON CALLED PETER has achieved the distinction of jumping
into the list of best sellers. Few books of this year are likely to be
so widely read and so seriously discussed.

$2.00. {Postage extra.)

If your bookseller cannot supply SIMOS CALLED PETER, order from

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, MEW YORK

hlldren and.For Everyone Else j
' i

". Half a million copies sold in the original. Translated inl<> seventeen languages.
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j
d and tail pieces in black and white for each chap>ecolored illustrations by Homer Boss.

>ee like other bees. From the very hour of her birth she
at she was not going to work and make honey, day in
uld go out and see the world for herself and have advenMayawas a dear little girl-bee. You thrill with her
e her.

irprise you by its charm. It is steeped in beauty. It
8vo. $3.00

ER, Publisher, 5 West 50th Street, New Yorkw\
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